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has no weight, my word from hence will certainly have
none, where they do not like I should be; nor truly can
I with, much grace ask favours when I will grant none.
You have been an exception, because I neither know how
to refuse you, or to resist attempting to serve you; but'
having burst from all political connections, my wish is, not
to be drawn back by any ties. If there is any regard left
for me, you will be served, because nothing could be more
strongly pressed on my side. I shall be sorry, but shall
not wonder, if I am forgotten.

Your new court will, I hope, amuse'you, and not ruin
you. A friend, as it is called, but, as I think, the worst
of foes, has stepped in to save me from ruin here. In short,
I caught cold ten days after my arrival, have had a relapse^
and am laid up with the gout in both feet. It is vexatious
enough, besides the pain, which is no flea-bite. It prevents
my seeing both things and people, except in my own room,
which is seldom the place where I wish to see them.
Basta! This world was made for Caesar! that is, the healthy
and the bustling. Unpleasant as it is to be ill anywhere,
but at home, the rooted aversion I have taken to politics
and the House of Commons will brave even the gout,
which shall not carry me back. When I do return, which
at soonest I think will be in February, I shall still wear
the gout's livery, and live retired from all other connections.
What little I learn here, when the scene opens, shall be
transmitted to you, but I have made few arrangements
of curiosity.

Adieu! my dear Sir. The life of a bedchamber in a
Jidtel garni, and in a foreign country, and when the court
is at Fontainbleau, can furnish little matter for a letter.
The Dauphin is said to mend with the change of air and
ass's milk, and the journey, which was to have been shortened,
is again protracted to the 18th of next month.tier,
